This policeman whom we call Leroux came into the resistance
movement through a kind of shock, of revelation. Some ten
months ago he was picked out, along with other inspectors of the
French police, to assist in an operation of the Gestapo. Two cars
brought the German and French agents to the Command Post
of a network in which there was a transmitting station, a supply
of arms and some ten people. The Gestapo agents directed the
search. The French obeyed without a word. The policeman who
is hiding me to-day wanted to open a bag which a young woman
was holding. She threw it in his face, crying, "Boche, dirty
Boche!" The young woman had a beautiful face, delicate and
fragile but fearless. "I'm not a Boche/' said sthe policeman in spite
of himself. "Then you're even worse," said the young woman.
"I felt as if I was going to pieces inside," Leroux explained, "and
my eyes were all funny because of the tears."

It was then that he saw what was going on around him. They
put handcuffs on an officer from the last war, whose blouse was
full of decorations. The radio operator, an adolescent, had his face
all smashed in by bludgeons because he had swallowed some papers.
They were twisting a young girl's wrists to make her talk.

Leroux confined himself to mechanical movements during the
rest of the search and when it was over he roamed through the
town without knowing what he was doing. A friend accompanied
him, another policeman who had also helped the Gestapo. This
friend prevented him from committing suicide. "I would have
done it," Leroux told me, "I would surely have done it. When I
remembered what 1 had had a hand in for two years, without
thinking, out of routine, when i thought of all the decent people,
all the courageous women I had spied on, arrested, handed over
to the Bodies, I felt as if I was contaminated with a foul disease.
. . . How I suffered!"

He shouted all this to his friend. The other understood, too.
He said to Leroux, "It doesn't do any good to destroy yourself.
You can try to make up for all that."

Each established contact with a different organisation through
prisoners. They immediately gave such proofs of good faith to the
resistance and took such risks that they were accepted. Leroux's
friend, after doing magnificent work, was found out. He was
obliged to go to England with some leaders of the resistance whom